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She walked on practising beneath her breath. If only she
could get to see this Mr. Mont!
She entered, trembling. All went exactly as foreseen,
even to the pinching of her accent, till she stood waiting for
them to bring an answer from the speaking tube, concealing
her hands in their very old gloves. Had Miss Manuelli an
appointment ? There was no manuscript.
" No," said Victorine, " I haven't sent it yet. I wanted
to see him first." The young man at the counter was looking
at her hard. He went again to the tube, then spoke.
" Will you wait a minute, please—Mr. Mont's lady
secretary is coming down."
Victorine inclined her head towards her sinking heart.
A lady secretary ! She would never get there now ! And
there came on her the sudden dread of false pretences.
But the thought of Tony standing at his corner, ballooned
up to the eyes, as she had spied out more than once, fortified
her desperation.
A girl's voice said : " Miss Manuelli ? Mr. Mont's secre-
tary, perhaps you could give me a message."
A fresh-faced young woman's eyes were travelling up and
down her. Pinching her accent hard, she said : " Oh ! I'm
afraid I couldn't do that."
The travelling gaze stopped at her face. " If you'll come
with me, I'll see if he can see you."
Alone in a small waiting-room, Victorine sat without
movement, till she saw a young man's face poked through
the doorway, and heard the words :
" Will you come in ? "
•She took a deep breath, and went. Once in the presence,
she looked from Michael to his secretary and back again,
subtly daring his youth, his chivalry, his sportsmanship,
to refuse her a private interview. Through Michael passed
at once the thought: ' Money, I suppose. But what an

